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plus his profits, must be made up by rich guarantors who require
an opera-box in the season just as they require a carriage or any
other part of their social equipment. They, therefore, have to
grant the subvention which, in Paris or Berlin, is granted by the
State. It is this system of private subvention that breaks the man-
ager's back, as far as discipline is concerned. His artists are able to
go behind him and make friends with the mammon of unright-
eousness in the persons of the guarantors; and he soon finds that
he cannot afford to offend his idolized tenor, his fashionable
soprano, or his pet baritone, without also offending his most in-
fluential guarantors, which he, of course, cannot afford to do.
Probably the stories that circulate in the foyer between the acts as
to casts vetoed by enamored and jealous lady patrons who object
to their idols making even stage love to songstresses whom they
are suspected of admiring, are all false; but the fact that they
might quite possibly be true is as strong an objection to the
system as if they actually were true.

The complete remedy is a social rather than an operatic prob-
lem; but it is worth pointing out that if the subvention came from
public instead of from private sources, the manager could deal far
more boldly with those of his artists who are favorites in the
drawing room, and far more fairly with those who are favorites
only on the stage, than he dares at present, whilst the interests of
the public would be materially reinforced.

I purposely refrain from saying anything about the praise-
worthy points in the past season. The critic who is grateful is lost
Sir Augustus has given us Otello and revived Fidelio. Instead of
thanking him, I ask why he has not given us Siegfried. When he
gives us Siegfried (which he can do by engaging Van Dyck for
it), I shall complain of the neglect of Die Walkure. Let him add
that also to his obsolete repertory, and I shall speak contemptu-
ously of an opera-house where Tristan is unknown. After that, I
can fall back on Das Rheingold, Gotterdammerung, and Parsifal;
but by that time, at the present rate of progress, I shall be cele-
brating my hundred and fiftieth birthday. If even then I say that
I am satisfied, let there be an end of me at once; for I shall be of no